CHAPTER 265 


April 13, 2014 


“God, | am so happy | opted for afternoon classes.” 


Justin yawned as he stepped down the stairs of the dormitory, eyes drooping from 
drowsiness. He had worked on those papers all fucking day yesterday, and by the 
time he finished, he just had no energy in him to really do ANYTHING. He just sort of 
went to bed and left everyone else to stay downside and chat it up... amongst other 
things if the mess he showed up to was any indicator. Junpei seemed to have acted 
rather quickly on that ‘fuck the rules’ policy given the beer cans that littered sofas 
and tables around the house. He had ONE job. Just the one! Most everyone had 
classes this morning, so it seemed they had already left the house, hangovers in 
toe, though a few of the others had opted for afternoon classes as well. Namely 
Maya and, from the looks of the damage, Erin. Either that or she just decided to 
sleep in today. Maya was a sleep on one of the sofas, and given the look on her 
face, Justin was going to guess she succumbed to peer pressure and tried to down a 
couple shots. It didn’t end too well. Erin, on the other hand, was wide awake, her 
legs spread across the other sofa, television remote in hand as she flipped through 
each channel, searching for something worth watching. 


“God, daytime television SUCKS.” She muttered to herself, a disapproving 
expression on her face as she skipped from channel to channel, trying to find 
ANYTHING that could be entertaining. | mean, she guessed she could just play video 
games, but she’d lose track of time if she did; at least with television she knew 
when her program ended it was time to get going. “News, news, reruns, reruns, 
shitty direct to television movie, news...” Justin slowly made his way to the couch 
where Maya had been laying, tapping her on the shoulder in an attempt at waking 
up. As it would turn out, she had been in fact awake already, but her head hurt so 
much that she was trying to sleep it off. 


“You realize you got to get to class in an hour, right?” Justin pointed out rather 
smugly to her. She responded in kind by wrapping a pillow around her head and 
scrunching her eyelids even tighter together, like the mere sound of his voice was 
irritating to her. It probably was. Justin was all too aware of the downsides of a 
hangover. He had one twice in his life, and neither case was particularly pleasant. 
As for Maya, well, this was probably her first hangover. Truly an occasion for 
celebrating. 


“..then I'll wake up in like... forty five minutes.” 


“The classroom is at least a fifteen minute walk from here.” 


“Shut up I'll figure it out.” She moved her lips, not even bothering to try and use 
sign-language. Justin still wasn’t a lip-reading expert, but he could pick up words 
here and there. Forty five stuck out like a clear thumb here, and given the context, 
he had a pretty good idea what she was trying to say. He smirked a bit before trying 
to secure a Seat on the couch with her, though ultimately that didn’t work too well, 
as she had decided to occupy the entire length of the chair with the length of her 
body. Justin almost managed to slip in by her feet, but she just kicked him. And 
there was only one person he could think of that kicked harder than Maya. He had 
to wonder if she got drunk too. Probably not, Chie gave him too much shit for 
getting drunk the few times she did for her to turn around and do it herself. Say 
what you will about Chie, but she wasn’t a hypocrite. He sighed and shook his head 
before raising his eyes towards the second sofa. Occupied by Erin of course, but 
from the looks of it, she wasn’t drunk, so maybe she’d be more willing to move and 
let her have a seat. “Hey you mind moving over a bit.” 


“What's the password?” She responded sarcastically, though with little interest, 
eyes still focused intently on the television. She must have flipped through all the 
channels several times over, and yet she kept expecting to find something different. 
Have | ever told you the definition of insanity? Insanity is doing the same thing over 
and over and over again, expecting things to change. Now that is crazy. By 
extension, | guess that meant Erin was batshit insane... But that was probably an 
inaccurate way of deciding her mental state. The fact that she was asking for a 
password like this was some treefort in her yard, however, didn’t help portray her 
as a mature, sane individual. 


“Pretty please with a cherry on top?” 
“No.” 

“Password?” 

“Close.” 

“Password1.” 


“Proceed.” Erin pulled back at her legs to allow Justin sit down. It used to be just 
password, but now everyone wanted you to add numbers. What was so wrong with 
having a numberless password? How did it affect Amazon if she just wanted her 
password to be ‘fuckyou?’ At least fuckyou2 was a good alternative she supposed. 
Justin groaned a bit before allowing his body mass to fall into the couch cushion 
beside her. 


“Quite the party it looks like you guys had. I’d say I’m sorry | missed it, but 
somehow | think | should be grateful for that.” Justin remarked sarcastically, 
analyzing the damages that had been done to the dorm while he was outcold in his 
bedroom. He was lucky enough that he managed to get one of the single rooms. 


Chie had gotten stuck with Erin, and Izzy with Yu. Justin, Maya, and Junpei managed 
to get their own rooms though thankfully enough. It surprised no one that Junpei got 
his own room either. That’s probably why he showed up a day early. 


“That depends how well you can hold your booze... Speaking of, watch this.” She 
paused for a moment clearing her throat before raising her mouth towards the sky 
for maximum quality acoustics. “JUST WANT TO REMIND YOU THAT YOU THREW UP 
AFTER THREE SHOTS, MAYA!” She shouted. At first Justin thought she was crazy, but 
soon it became clear she was doing that on purpose just to piss off Maya. She 
laughed ever so slightly as Maya clung the pillow even closer to her ears, the 
greatest of pain shooting through her forehead. It was hard to decide what was 
more annoying; the fact that she was constantly reminding Maya she couldn’t drink 
much without losing it all over the floor, or the fact that she was so fucking loud. 


“Ugggh, fuck offffffffFf...” 


“| was wondering what that smell was...” Justin mused to himself, taking another 
good whiff of the odor in the air. Well hopefully that would just serve as a deterrent 
against whatever it was that had gone down here. As if the hangovers weren’t 
enough on their own. | guess you either got used to them after a while, or you 
figured out how to get around it. A hot shower tended to help; so did drinking a lot 
of water inbetween drinks. Not that Justin knew that from personal experience, but 
he did know that from observing his father. 


“Yeah Izzy cleaned it up this morning. The look on his face was priceless. Like just, 
whoa.” 


“You guys just let it sit there all night?” 


“Hey | wasn’t touching that shit. You should have seen what was in there. There was 
like chips, and bread, and chips, and it all smelt like smoked ham.” Erin raised her 
hands with defense. Besides, just because she didn’t have a hangover like Maya 
over here didn’t mean she didn’t get drunk either. You think she was sober enough 
to clean that up without falling into it? Think again. Justin shrugged and shook his 
head. That smell was never going to get out of the carpet, he could tell you that 
right now. “Bet you five bucks Izzy managed to get his hair in that crap. It’s really 
long like that.” Erin pointed out before turning her attention back to the television 
screen. With hair that long it must have been impossible to get that out without 
getting his hair caught up on the vomit. Which means someone else probably 
should have had it covered. Izzy seemed like a weird guy like that. “So Justin was it? 
No don’t answer that, I’m pretty sure it was. That’s a fairly American name for an 
Asian.” 


“Latin actually, but yeah. I’m not Japanese.” Justin raised his eyebrow with curiosity. 
He didn’t even look a little bit Japanese. He was hoping she was just trying to be 
sarcastic and that she didn’t really think he came from here. | mean come on, it was 


pretty obvious him and Maya weren’t from around here. “What about you? Erin 
doesn’t exactly scream Japanese either.” Justin pointed out. Let’s not call the kettle 
black just yet, shall we? 


“Irish.” 


“Now when we Say Irish, we talking straight from Ireland or the kind of Irish you find 
in America where every single person has a hint of Irish in them.” Justin questioned. 
As far as he could tell Erin was probably an overseas student. Though why she’d 
want to study here and not a more reputable university, Justin would never 
understand. Maybe it was the only option available and she just wanted to check 
out Japan or something. Like being a tourist for four fucking years. She shook her 
head. 


“Neither. I’m French. Like... From France French. You know, like the kind that 
actually live in France.” She clarified slightly, since she already knew Justin was 
going to follow that up with ‘well how French are you.’ To be fair though, she only 
had a slight accent. She sounded more American than she did French; plus she had 
a really good grip on the English Language. He had never been to France so he 
couldn’t say with any degree of certainty that it was a common language spoken 
over there. If it was anything like Canada, then it probably was, but you never know. 
Justin didn’t know English was widely spoken here at first either. | guess it was just a 
practical language to know. Kind of like Spanish. 


“Really? | couldn’t even tell.” 


“| get that a lot. Like all the time. People used to think | lived in Canada. True story.” 
She shrugged. 


“Alright, so you’re French, we’re American, Junpei, Yu and Chie are Japanese, what 
about Izzy? Is he Japanese too, or...?” Justin questioned out of curiosity. The answer 
was probably Japanese, but given that so far they had almost a fifty percent 
foreigner occupancy rate, he was willing to guess he could be from somewhere else. 


“Hell if | know. I’d be able to if | could get a look at his eyes, but he never takes 
those damn sunglasses off. Who even wears sunglasses at night?” She ranted off- 
topic for a moment with bafflement. There was being mysterious, and then there 
was being mysterious because you’re doing some really weird shit. “Maybe he has 
like Some weird bug eyes. Oh oh, maybe he only has like... one eye. Yeah, and then 
the other’s like a prosthetic, but not just any prosthetic it’s like... like a robot eye or 
something. That shoots lasers.” 


“...That’s, uh, quite the imagination you've got there.” Justin questioned, slightly 
weirded out, slightly offended. He really didn’t like the idea of missing an eye being 
considered on the same level as having bug eyes. Unless she meant bug-eyed like 


just having really big eyes; but somehow he doubted that was the case. Erin paused 
for a moment, trying to recatch her bearings. 


“Sorry, haven't taken my pills yet.” She sighed rubbing at her forehead. She had to 
take ADD medication every morning, otherwise she just kinda of bounced off the 
walls, like she was on a sugar rush. Justin passed her another funny look. Some 
context would be much appreciated; truly it would. “I’m Supposed to take them 
every morning, but | decided to watch a little television, and | forgot all about 
them.” 


“Well then... | need to get ready for class, so...” He cautiously tried to excuse 
himself. Erin could tell he was just trying to get away from her too. Dammit, this is 
why she needed to stop forgetting to take her meds. 


“Yeah, k, bye. Hey if you bump into Junpei can you tell him he needs to get some 
fucking breath mints?” 


“I'll... uh... be sure to do that.” 


